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To the Gentlmen 118 


Ciues period to our care, or harti content, 
When beauens fixt timo ſor this er c hat bath end. 
Nor can earths pomp or pollicte preuent 
The doome ordained in their ſecret will, 

Gentles, we left King Tohn repleute with bliſſe 
That Arthur lixde,whom he ſuppoſed lame, 
And Hubert poit ing toreturne thoſe Lordi, 
ho deemd lum dead and parted arſcontent : 
Arthur himſelfe beg ms our latter «Al, 

Our «Att of extrage, deſprate furie,ceatb; 
Wherem fond raſhnes murdreth firit a Prince, 
And Monkiſh falſnes poyjneth laſt a Kung. 
Fit Scene ſhews Arthurs death in infancie, 
And laft concludes Ioluu fasall trag edis. 


T2 c hangeletpurpeſt of determinde Fate. 
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The ſecond part of the troubleſome Raigne 


King I ohn, containing the entraunce of Lewes 


the French Kings ſonne : with the poyſoning of Kin 
John by 4 one, N 


Enter yong Arthur onthe walls 


k Ow helpe good hap to further mine entent, 
Croſle not mp pouch with any moze extreames4 
: J venter life co gaine my libertie, 
And if I die,wo21ds troubles haue an end, 
Feare gins dilwade the ſtrength ol my reſolue, 
Py bolde will faile,and then alas J fall, 
And if J fall, no queſtion death is next: 
Better deſiſt, and liue in pꝛilon ill, 
Wiſon ſaid * nap rather death than ſo: 
Comfozt and courage come ageint to me. 
Ale venter lute: tis but a leape fo} life. 


He leapes, and bruſing his bones, after he was from 
his traunce, ſpealees thus; 


Poe, who is uicch ? ſome bodie take me vp. 
Where is my mother + let meſpeake with her. 
Abo hurts me thus / ſyeake hoe, where art pou gone 4: 
Ap me pooze Arthur, Jam here alone. 
Aby cald I mother, hom did J fonget : 

my fall. bath kilde my Mothers Sonne. 

ill ſhe weepe at tidings of mp death? 
death indeed, O God mp bones are burſt. 

8 A3 Sweets: 


: i my 
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The troubleſome Raigne 


Sweete Jeſu laue my ſout?, foꝛgiue mp raſb Aempt, | | 
Comfozt my Mother, hield her trom veſpaire, ' 

Then the (hall heare mp tragick oucrth:owe, 

Mp heart couttoules the oſfice of mp (wng, 

y vicall powers foxſ1ke my buuſed trunck, 

T dye Joe, heaven take my flectiug ſoule, 

Am Lady Pother all good hap to chert. He dyes, 


Enter Penbrooke, Saiſburie, Eſſex. 


Fſſex My Loꝛds of Penbroke and of Salubury 
em d de carefull in our pollicie 
To vnocrmiue the kepers of thts place, 
Elie hall we nencr find the Minces graue. 
FPenbroeke Hy Low of Eſſex take ns care fo} that, 
T wirragc-you it was not cloſely done. 
But who is this*:lo Lozds the wicthcred flowze 
TUkot1 his life ſhinde like the Poznings bluſh, 
Caſt out a do2e, dcnide his buriall right, 
A pay fo) birds aud be aſts co goꝛge vpon. 
Saliburie © ruthfull ſpectacle, O damned deede; 
My ſinne wes Hake, my very heart doth blerde. 
Eſſex Leaue childiſb trares aue Lords of England, | | 
Tf waterſſods could feech his life againe, 
Pp epes ſhauld conduit forth a ſea of teares. 
Tf ſobbs would helye ,6) foxrowes ſerue che turne, 
Oy heart ſhould volie out deepe piercing platues, i 
But bootleſſe wert to bꝛeath as many ſighes * 
Is might eclipſe rhe * va Sommers ſunne, | 
Deere reſts the helpe, a ſeruice to his ghoſt, 
Let not che tyꝛant tauſer of this dole, 
Liue to triumph in ruthfull maſſacres, 
Glue had and hart, and Engliſhmen to armes, 
Tis Gods decree to wieake vs of theſe harmes, 


 Penbrok, The beſt * nme beg rt. . 


ir. bf- King lohn. 


Rane 5 bb 

Rigbt noble ** ſpeobt inte l. 
The King iytrtates pete ſwneſt (peed-. 
To vi{ic him, wha on pour preſent want, 

Did ban and curſſe his birth, himlolfe and me. 
Hogzerecuting of his rict commaund, 

I ſaw his paſſion, and at ficte ſt time, 

Aſſurde him of bis couſins being lakt, 

Ahome pittie would vot let me dw to dezch; 

De craues your com. 4p my Lops in haſte, 

To whome J will condac poung Artbur ſtreight, 

Tiho is in health vnder my cuſtod ie. 

Eſſex In health baſe vi” ie, wert not J leauc thy crime 

To Gods reucnge, ta wzome reuenge belongs, 
Veere ſhouldſt thou periſh on my Napites point. 
Cal thau this health + ſuch health becive thy ſric nds, 

And all that art of thy coudicion; 

Hughbert My Loss, but heart me ſpcoke, kil me then, 
yf re J left not this yong Pꝛince ali. 
Maugre the baſty E ditt of the King, 

{Tho gaue me charge to put cut both his eyes, 

That God that gaue me liuing to this how2e,. 

Thunder reuenge uon me in this place: 

And as Itenderd him with earneſt lout, 

Ss God laue nie, and then Jſh4/l be well. 

Sill Hence trayteꝝ hence thy touncel is hectein. Exit 2 2% 
Some in this place appoynted by the Ring 

Haue thzowne bim from this lodging bete aboue,, 

And ſure the arther hath bin newly done, 

Fo vet the body is not kullp colde. 

Eſex {ow ſay uu Loꝛds, hall we with ſpeed diſpatch 
Under our hands a packet into Fraunce 
To did the Dolhbin enter wich bis foxce 
Ca claime che Kingdome fu his proper right, 
Dis title maketh Lywfull frength thereto, 
Veſioes the oye, on perill of his curlle, 


Dal 


The tre- hleſome R aigne 


Hath bard bs of abcdier. cate 1 - 
This hatefull murder Lewes his true viſerrt, 
The holy charge that wee eeceitive from $ome-, 
Are weighcte reaſons if pou [ike mor reed, 
To make vs all perſentr i ihe he ct 

Pembreokg hr. vr WS: 
I will accor»co furth.. is. 

dalibury. Ang 5- 2 145 nary he (ame | 
But aid that tour % nch + £24 
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Oben e were a 


t ane whr'e let vn erurtrd thre body body benee, 
4 dgiue 0 n bvriall as bed hte fo's, 
pin g w onths inte and hs e. quits 
"ich tolemne merten to; h ſoule. 
Vowla 01>mgs. ere you all agreed? 
Pemmbro 2 2 tenth of Apy! Wed eur N 
@d [rering not will not forte the tmr. 
E Thet f 4 ce 94 * Yy 483; hence. Fxeunt 


Ente: King 16 4 5 N tn par chreean the Prophet. 
labs Died >>that 
Oiltzacge? p 1 N 
Strange Dog Rene 6. 
Senn Nn Calf 4 
That cucry obe he andes i bebe 
Scemeiubtumenes to hing me tomy end. 
Alceuſion day ic come, Jh feare not then 
Che pꝛadigtes this pratling j92ophet thieates, 
Cis come indecde: oh were tt fallypaſt, 

Then were J cartles of a thouland feares. 


of Ring Tohn. 


The Dio tells me, it is (welue at noone, 
Were twelue at midnight paſt, : hen might J baunt 
Falſe ſects wophecies of ng tmpore, 
Conle Jas weli wich this rioh hand of mine 
Remote the Sunne from om Pertoten. 
Ante ther canfted ctrl? of th in(tp ods, 
Ar turne th sſttele fromtwelue ot uc arch 
Den Ieh the batt ef fitail 1297! tif 
% dd wi bt Pꝛonbet s Life tog tt. end. 1 
85 104 1 ent inter c, («1 ge. or 
Per, valab thy (oolidy detin, biteme, 
And vy the ©cowne of #»g..nd I care, 
Te make thee greet, a rz ol by hen, 
Jer. Fine Jobs ,Alch 2Ugh the ti. ic baut pitterihes 
Be but tc lut youres temaynug per bey noc 
9 Want byinſnranon, 
Exc ute fire time ve fully come about, 
"ring / vn call not be King as here: otote #2 : 
ehe Aan hit north, what mitchatin:g ran tc hace fe ent 
To ſet 3 Ring bei! ve $15 170 ſee: 
"Hp bearc is 15.5. my boy paſitan Fromm, 
Tr land en pracc, my enemies ſubdeſod, 
Oromo Barons ſlozme at Arth dteth, 
Tt 4 har lives, J there the challenge gro ves, 
ere he vepatche vnto his long eit home, 
Then were the King ſecure of tholend foes, 
Flavert hat news with hee, where arc my LL ow3; 
Hubert Heru newes my Leꝛd, Arth the loticky V. iact 
Set lug to efcape cer the Callie walles, 
Fell headlong do une. end iu be curſed fall 
De by#he his bones, and there bef91e the gate 
Yonr Barons found hen dead, and bieahlefle quite. 
John Ts Arth dead + thei 1/zvcrt without moze . 
N hang the Wopbet. 
Awap with Peter, villen aut of my fia ht, 
Fameale, be gone, let hem nor ne akt a word, 
23 | iow 


PS 


The troubleſome Raigne 


Now /obx,thy feares art vanithe into ſmoake, 
Arthur is dead,thou gulltleſſe of his death. 


« Swete Pouth, but that J ſtriued fo; a Crowne, 


IJ could haue well affoowedto thine age 
Long life, and happines to thy content. 


Enter the Baſtard. 


John Philip, what newes with thee* 
Baſtard The newes J heard was Peters papers, 
po wilht like foztune to befall vs all: 

And with that wozd,the rope bis lateſt friend, 
Rept him from falling headlong to the ground, 

lohn There let him hang, and be the Rauens food, 
While John triumphs in ſpight of Pꝛophecies. 
But whats the tidings from the Popelings now, 
That ſay the — and Pꝛieſts to our pꝛoceedings? 
D? wheres the Barons that ſo lodainly 
Did leaue the Ring vpon a falſe ſurmiſe ? 

Baſtard The Pꝛelatrs ſtome & thiirft for ſharpe reułkg. 
But pleaſe your Paieſtie, were that the wozſt, 
It little ſkild: a greater danger growes, 


CUbich muſt be weeded out by carefull ſperde, 


Oz all is loſt, fo} all is leueld at. 
John Moxe frighes and feares,what ere thy tidings be. 
I am pꝛeparde: then Ph«lip quickly ſap, 
Menne they to murder, oꝛ impꝛiſon me, 
To gine my crowae away to Rome 0) Fraunces 


Ou will they each ol them become a Ring ? 


Cloſe — I thinke it is, it caunot be. 
Baftard Not worſe my Lod, but euetie whit as b. 

The Nables haue eleded Lewes Ring. 

In rigbt of Ladie Blanc be peur Meete, his ile: 

His landing is expected tuery hower. 

The Nobles, End Clltes, 


Ancited Cardina 44 
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of King Iohn. 


Paxdulph that lies here Legate for the Pope, 
Thinks long to ſee their new elected Ring. 
And fo2 vudoubted pyoofe, ſe here my Liege 
Letters to me from pour Nobilicte, 
To be a partie in this adion: 
Tho vnder how of fained holines, | 
Appoynt their meeting at S. Edmond: Bury, 
There to conſult, conſpire, and conclude 
The oucrth1ow and downfall ot your State. 
lohn Mhy ſo it mult be: onehower of content 
Patcht with a month of paſſionate effects, 
by ſhines the Sunne to fauour thisconſozt? 
Thy doo the windes not bzeaketheir bꝛazen gates, 
And ſcatter all theſe periurdcomplices, 
With all their counſells and their damned dꝛifts. 
But lee the welkin rolleth gently on, 
Theres not a lowzing clowde to frowne on them; 
The heauen,theearth,the ſunne,the mone and all 
Conſpire with thoſe coufederates my decay. 
Then hell fo2 me if any power be there, 
Fozſake that plate, and guide me ſepby ſtep 
Topopſon, ftrangle,murder in their ſteps 
Theſe traitoꝛs: oh that name is too good foy them, 
And death is caſie : is there nothing woꝛſe 
To wzeake me on this pzoud peace-bzeaking crew + 
Nhat ſaiſt thon 2+lip ? why aſſiſts thou not, 
Baſtard Cheſe curſes (good mpLozd) fit not the ſeaſon; 
Help mul deſcendfrom heauen againſt this treaſon? 
lehn Nay thou wilt pzooue a traitoz withthe reſt, 
Goe get thee to them,ſhame come to pou all. 
Bait «14 I wouldbeloathtoleane your Highnes thus, 
Yet you command, and I thougb grieud will goe. 
Lehn Al Philip whether goelt thou. come againe. (man. 
Baſtard y Lod theſe motions are as paſſions of a man 
Itha A mad man Pi, Jam mad 193 55 


And 
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The croubleſomeRaigne 


And Je kn of England now is quite vndone, 
Qas euer Ring as Joppꝛeſt with cares $ 
Dame Elias or mp noble Pother Queene, 
My onely hope and comfozt in diſtrefle, 
Is dead, and England excommunicatt, 
And J am interdiced by the Pepe, 
all Churches curſt, their doozes are ſealed vp, 
And fo; the pleaſure of the Romiſh Pzicſt, 
The ſeruict ofthe Higheſt is neglected; 
The multitude (a beaſt of manp heads) 
Do wth confuſion to their Soueraigve; 
The Nobles blinded with ambitions fumes, 
Allemble powers to beat mine Empire downe, 
And mote than this, elea a fozren King. 
O England, wert thou cuer miſerable, 
King John of England (&s the miſerable : 
John,tisthy ſinnes that makes it miſerable, 
Qureg vid delirunt Reges, pleltuntur Achiui. 
Philip, as thou haſt euer loude thy King, 
So ſhow it now: poſt to S. Edmonds Bury, 
Diſſemble with the Nebles, know their d)ifts, 
Con found their diueliſh plots, and damnd deuices. 
Though /ob» be faultie, ytt let ſubieas beare. 
Ve will amend and right the peoples mongs. 
A Mother though ſhe were vnnaturall, 
Is better than the kindeſt Stepdame is: 
Let neuer Engliſhman cruſt fozraine rule. 
Then Philip ſhew thy fealtie to thy Ring, 

Aad mongſt the Nobles plead thon fo the Ring. 
Bead JgoempLojd: ſa ho he is diſtraught, 
This is the curſed }91ieſt of /caly 
Þath heapt theſe miſchiefes on this hapleſſeLanv, 
Nau PHip, hadſt thou T »lyes eloquence, 

Then migheit thou hope to dad with good ſucceſſe. Ex: xit. 
lohn And art thou gone : ſucceſſe may follow thee z + 
Thus halt thou ſhewd thy kiudnes to thy us 4 it 
| ra, 


of King Iohn. 


Oirra, in haſt goe greece the Cardinall, 

Pandulph I meane,the Legate from the Pope. 

Say that the Ring deſires toſpeake with him. 

Now 70h» bethinke thee how thou maiſt reſolue : 

And if thou wilt continue Eg/and: King, 

Then caſt about to kepe thy Diadem; 

Foꝛ life and land, and all ts leueld at. 

The Pope of Rene, tis he that is the cauſe, 

He curſeth thee, he ſets thy ſubiecs free 

4 From duc obedience to their Soutraigne ; 

De animates the Nobles in their warres, 

He giues away the Crowne to PH Sonne, 

And pardons all that ſecke to murther thee; 

And thus blinde zeale is ſtill predominant. 

Then John there is no way to keepe thy Crowne, 

But finely to difſembte with the Pope: 

That hand that gaue the wound muſt giue the lalue 

To cure the hurt, els quite incurable. 

Thy ſinnes are farre too great to be the man 

Taboliſh Nope, and Poperp from thy Realme: 

But in thy Seate, if J map geſſe at all, 

A King ſhall raigne that ſhall ſuppꝛelle them all. 
}Icace oh, here comes the Legate of the Pope, 

DOillembl: thou, and whatſoere Hou ſaiſt, 

Yet with thy heart with their confulion, 


Enter Pandwlph. 


Pand. Now lobn,ynworthie man to be ich on earth, 
That doſt ophug ne againſtthy Mother Church: 
Cb am J ſent fo to thy curſed ſelfe + 
Johns Thou man of God, Qicegerentfoz the Pope, 
The holy Uicar of S. Peters Church, 
Apen my knees, J pardon traue of thee, 
And vos ſubmit me to the ſea of Nee, 
d vow fo2 yczaunce of mp high offence, 
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The troubleſomeRatigne | 


Co take on me the holy Croſſe of Chit, 
And cary Armes in holy Chziſtian warres, 
Pandulph. No lohn, thy crowching and diſſembling thug 
Cannot deceiue the Legate of the Pope, 
Say what thou wilt, J will not credit thee $ 
Thy Crowne and Kingdome both are cane awap, 
And thou art cutſt without redemption, 
lohn Actutſt indede to kneele to ſuch a dzudge, 
And get no help with thy ſubmiſſion, 
Anſheath thy (wo1d, and ſlep the miſpzowd Pꝛieſt 
That thus triumphs oꝛe the a mightp Ring: 
No /obx ſubmit againe diſſemble pet, 
Fo Dꝛieſts and Tlomen muſt be flattered. 
Pet bolp Father thou thy ſelfe doſt know 
No time to late foꝝ ſinners to repent, 
Abſolue me then, and /ob» doth ſweare to da 
The vttermoſt what euer thou demaundft. 
Pandulph Tohn, now J ſee thy harty penitence, 
Arew and pitty chy diſtreſt efface, | 
One wap is left tu reconcile thy ſelfe, 
And only one which Jſhall ſhew to ther. 
Thou muſt ſurrender to the (ea of Rome 
Thy Crowne am Diademe, then ſhall the Pope 
Defend thee from thinuaſton of thy foes, 
And where his holineſle hath kindled Fraunce, 
And ſet thy ſubiects hearts at warre with thee, 
hen ſhall he curſſe thy foes, and beate them downe, 
hat ſeeke che diſcontentment of the King. ; 
lohn From bad to woozſe oz I mult loſe my realme, 
Oz giue my Crowne foz pennance vnto Rome? 
A miſerie moze piercing than the darts 
That bꝛeake from burning exbalations power, 
TUhat * ſhall I giue mp Crowne with this right hand x 
No: with this band defend thy Crowne and thee, 


— thee, EE 
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N2 Ionn. 
Enter Meſſenger. 


Pleaſe it pour Maieſtie, there is deſcried on the Coaſt of 
Kent an hundzed Saple of Ships, which of all men is 
thought to be the French Flecte, under the couduct of che 
Dolphin, lo that it puts the Cunttie in a mutiaie, lo thep 
ſend ts your Grace fo ſuccour. 

R. lohn om now Lozd Cardinall, whats pour beft aduiſe, « 
Theſe mutinies muſt be allapd in time * 
By pollicy oꝛ headſtrong tage at leaſt. 
O ohn, theſt troubles tyꝛe thy wearyed ſoule, 

And like to Luna in a ſad Eclipſe, 

Do are thy thoughts and paſſions fo? this newes, 

ell map it be when Kings are grieued ſo, 

The vulgar ſozt wozke Pzinces 2 

Cardinal! R. Iohn, fo not effcctinig of thy plighted vow, 

This range annoyance happens to thy laud: 

But yet be reconcud vnto the Church, 

And nothing ſhall be grieuous to thy ſkate, 
lobn On Pandulph be it as thou hall detreed, 

Tohn will not ſpurne againſt thy ſaund aduiſe, 

Come lets away, and with thy helpe J trow 

Py MNtalme ſhall floziſh and mp Crowne in peace, 


Enter the Nobles, Penbrooke, Eſſex, Cheſter, Ben champ, 
Clare, with others. 


Denbrooke Now ſweet S. Edmond holy Saint in _—_ 
Thoſe Shzine is ſacred; high eſttemd on earch; 
Inkuſe a conſtant zeale in all our hearts 
To pꝛoſecute this act of mickle watght, 

L 02d Bewchampe ſap, what friends haue you pꝛocurde. 
Bewchamp. The L,FuT Water, L. Percy, and L, Roſſe, 
Uowd meeting heere this day the leutnth houre. | 

E//ex Under the cloke of holie Pilgrimage, 
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The troubleſome Raigne 
By that ſame hour? on warrant of their faith, 
P hultip Plantagener, a iro of ſwifteſt wing, 
Loꝛd Eaſface, Yeſcy, Loyd Creſſy, and Lozd Aſowbrey, 
Appoynted meeting at S. Ed. Shine. 

Pembroke Untill their preſence ile conceale my tale, 

Sweete complices in holie Chyiſtian acts, 
That venture foz the purchaſe of renowne, 
Thzice welcome to the league of high reſolne, 

That patanc their bodies fo2 their ſoules regard, 

E/ſex Now wantcth but the reft to end this wozke, 
In ]tlgrims habit commes our holie troupe 
A furloug hence with lwift vnwo ted pace, 
May be they are thc perſoug pou exſpect. (5eale, 

Tembroks With ſwift vnwonted gate, ſæ what a thing is. 
That ſpurrs chem on with feruence to this Shzine, 

Now toy come to them fo? their true intent 

Aud in good time heere come the warmen all 

That ſweate in body by the minds diſeaſe 

IDap and hartseaſe bzaue Lozdings be pour lot. 
Enter the Baſtard Phillip, &c. 

Amen my Loꝛds, the like betide pour lucke, 

And al! that trauaile in a Chiiftian cauſe, 

Eſſex Cheerely replied bzaue maunch of king ly ſock, 

A right P/antaginer ſhould reaſon ſo. | Pl 
But ſilence Lozds, attend ourrommings cauſe, 

The ſeruile yoke that papned vs with tople, 

On ſtrong inſtinct hath framd this comtentick/e, 

To eaſe our necks of ſeruitudes contempt. 
Shu not name the foeman of dur reff, 

C{Ahich of vou all ſo barraine in conceipt, | 

As cannot leuell at the man J meane + 

But leaſt Enigmas ſhadow ſhining truth 

Plajnelp to paint as truth requires no arte, | 
Thcffect of this reſoꝛt impoxteth this, 
To roote and cleane extirpate tirant John, | 
Tirant J ſap, appealing to che man, At 


= 
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" an» heere that loues him, and J aſke 

bet kindſhip, lenitie, o} chaiſtian raigne 

Rules in the. nan, to barre this foule impeach, 

Firſt J inferre the Cheſters bauniſhaient: 

Fon repꝛehending him in moſt vnchziſtian crimes, 

Qs ſpeciall notice of a ty2ants will. 

But were this all, the deuill ſhould be ſaud, 

But this the leaſt of many thouland faults, 

That circumſtance with leiſure might dilplay, 

Our pꝛiuate won gs, no parcell of mp tale 

Thich now in pꝛelence, but fo ſame great caule 

Might wiſh to bim as to a moxtall foe, 

But ſhall I cloſe the period with an ace 

Abhoꝛꝛ ing in the cares of Chʒiſtian men, 

Dis Coſens death, that ſweet vaguilty childe, 

Untimely butchcrd by the tyꝛants meanes, 

{ere is my pꝛokes as cleere as grauell bzooke, 

And on the ſame J further muſt inkerre, 

That who vpholds a tyꝛant in his courſe, 

Is culpable of all his damned guilt. 

To ſhow the which, is yet to be deſcribd. 

Mp Lord of Penbrooke ſhew what is behinde, 

Only J lay that were there nothing elle 

To moue vs but the Popes moſt dtadfull curſſe, 
TUhereof we are aſſured if we faple, 

It were inough to inſtigate vs all 

Tlith carneſtuefſe of ſpyit to ſeeke a meant 

To diſpoſſeſſe John of his regiment. 

Pienbrooke Qell hath mp Lozd of Eſex tolde his tale, 
TUbich Jauer foz moſt ſubſtanciall truth, E 
And moze to make the matter to out minde, | 
J ſay that Lews in chalenge ofhis wife, 

Vith title of an vncontrouled plea 

To ail that longeth to our Englth Crowne, 


. Shoztcale to make, the Dea apoſtolick 


Hatch offcrd diſpcnſacion fo the fault. | 
0 If 


ot any be, as truſt me none J know 
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Þy planting Lewes in the Uſurpers rome: 
This is the cauſe of all our pꝛeſence heere, 
That on the holie Altar we pꝛoteſt 
To ayde the right of Lewes with gods and life, 
Cl ho on our knowledge is in Armes fo Eng/and. 
Clhat ſay pon Lops % | 
Salsburie Ag Pembrecke (apth, affirmeth S2/sburie : 
Faire Lewes of Frauuce that ſpouſed Lady Blanch, 
Haci title of an vncontrouled ſtrength 
To England, and what longeth co the Crowne: 
In right whereof, as we are truc info;md, 
The P1ince is marching hitherward in Armes. 
Our purpoſe to conclude that with a woꝛzd, 
Is to inueſt him as we may deuiſe, 
Ring of our Counttey in the tyꝛants ſtead: 
And ſo the warrant ou the Altar ſwoꝛne, 
And lo the intent foz which we hither came. 
Baſtard. Py Lond of Salrbury, J cannot couch 
My ſpeeches with the nardfull woꝛds of arte, 
As dath beſeeme in ſuch a waightie wozke, / 
But what my conſcience and my dutie will 
J purpole to unpart. 
Foz Cheſters exile, blame his buſie wit, 
That medled where his dutte quite foꝛbade: 
Fo? aup pꝛiuate cauſes that you haue, 
Pt thinke they ſhould not mount to ſuch a heigbt, 
As to depaſe a King in their reuenge. 
Fa Arthurs death Ring John was innocent, 3 
Ve deſperat was the deathſman tohimſelfc, | 
ich you co make a colour to your crime iniuſtly do imputt 
But where fell trapcoziſme hath reſivence, (to his default, 
Ehere wants no wozds to ſer deſpight on woke, 
I lay tis hame, and wozthy all repzofe, 
Co wyelt luch pettie wongs in tearmes of right, 
Agaialſt a Ring annopnttd by the Low, 


Why . 


| 
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hy Saliburie admit the wꝛongs are true, 

Det ſubtects map not take in band reueuge, 

And toh chr heauens ok their pꝛoper power, 

here ſitteth te to whome cenenge belongs, 

And doth a Nope, Hꝛit ſt, a man of pꝛide 

Giue charter s fo2 the liues of lawfull Kings? 

CClhat tan he bleſſe, oꝛ who regards his curſſe, 

But ſuch as giue to man, and takes from God, 

I ſpeake it in the ſight of God about, | 

Theres not a man that dyes in pour belicke, 

But ſels his ſoule perpetually to payne. 

Ard Lewes, leaue God, kill John, pleaſe bell, 

Make hanock of the welfare of your ſoules, 

Fo? heere J lcane yon in the ſight of hcanen, 

A croupe of traptozs foode foꝛ helliſh feends ; 

If vou deſiſt, then follow me as friends, 

Tf not, then do pour woꝛſt as hatefull traptoꝛs. 

Fo) Lewes his right alas tis to t lame, 

A ſenſeleſſe clapme, if truth be titles friend. 

In bꝛiefe, if this be cauſe of cur rc ſoꝛt. 

Dur Pilgrimage is to the Ocuils Slyine, 

T came not Loꝛds to troup as traytors da, 

No? will J eounſaile in ſo bad a cauſe : 

Pleaſe you returne, wer go againe os friends, 

It not, 7 to my King, and you where traytozs pleaſe, Exx. 
Percy Ahote poung man, andſo mp Loꝛds pꝛoceed, 

J let htm go, and better loſt then found, | 
Penbreoke That ſap pou Lows, will all the reſt pjocecd, 

CA ill pou all with mc ſweate vpon the Aulter 

That you wil to the death be ayd to Lewes,7 cnemp ta lohn ? 

Euery man lay his had by mine, in witnes ol his hartg accoꝛd. 

ell then, euerp man to Armes to meete the Ring 

Tho is alrcadie befoze Lenden. 


Rleſſenger Enter. 


Tenbrooke Chat newes Darrotd. " 
1 C 2 The 


/ 
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wit) pour Donoꝛs. 
Penbrooke {ow nere is bis Highneſſe, 
Meſſenger Ready to enter pour pꝛeſcuce. 


Enter Lewe, Earle Biget, with his troupe. 


Lewes Faire Lozds of England, Lewes ſalutts you aff 


As friends, and ſteme welwillers of his meale, 
At whole requeſt from plenty flowing Fraunce 
Croſſing the Drean wich a Southern gale, 
He is inpcrſon come at pour commaunds 

To vndercake and gratifie witha!] 

The lulucſſe of your fauours pꝛoffred him. 
But woꝛlds bzaue men, omitting pꝛomiſes, 
Till time be miniſter ol moze amcuds, 

J mult acquaint pou with our foztunes courſe, 


The heaucns dewing fauours on mp head, 


Dauc in their condua ſafe with victozte, 
Bought me a pour well manured bounds, 
Clith ſmall repulfe, and little croſſe of chauuce, 
Your Citie Rocheſter with great applauſe 

Vy lome devine inftinet layd armes aſide ; 
And from the hollaw holes of Thameſis 
Eccho apacereplive Vine la roy. 
From thence, alang the wanron rowling glade 
To T roynouant fap)e Metrereli, 
TUich luck came Lewes to ſht w his troupes of Fraunce, 
CUauiug our Enſignes with the dallping windes, 
The fearefull obiect of fell fcowning warre; 
There after ſome aſſault, and ſmallvefcnce, | 
Heauens may J ſap, and not my wattike troupe, 
Temperd their hearts to take a friendly foe 
Mithin the compaſſe of their high built walles, 
Geuing me title as it ſeemd they wiſh, 


he right Chiiſtian Pꝛince my Peiſter, . of Fraunce, is 
at hand, comming to viſit pour Ponozs, dirtated hether by 
the right honozable Nec hard Earle of Igel. to couferre 


| 
| 
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Thus Koztune (Lozds) as co pour fozwardnes 
Meanes of content tu lieu of foziner griefe : 
And may J liue but corequice you all, 
Qonlos wiſh were mine in dying noted yours, 
Salubury Welcomethe balme that cloſeth vp our wounds, 
The ſouetaigne medcine fo our quick recure, 
The anchoꝛ of our hope, the oncly pop, 
CAthcreon depends our liues, our lands, our weale, 
Tithout the which as ſheepe without their heard, 
(Except aſhepheard winking at the wolte) 
TAc ſtrap, we pine, we run to thauſand harmes, 
No incruule then though with vn wonted toy, 
e welcome him that beateth woes away, 

Lewes Thanks to pou all of this religious lcague, 
A holp knot of Catholique conſent, 
IJ cannot name poy Lozdings, man by man, 
But like a ranger vnacquainted pet. 
In gencrall J pꝛomiſe faichfull loue : 
L o2d B-goe,bjought me to SS Eden Shyine, 
Giuing me warrant of a Chzilttan oath, 
That thig allembly came deuoced hecre, * 
Co ſweare accoꝛding as pour packets ſhowd, 
Homage and lopall ſeruice to our ſclfe, 
J neede not daubt the ſuretie of pour wills; 
Since well J know foz manp of pour ſakes 

The townes haue pyeelded on their owne accows : 
Vet fo2 a faſhion, not lo; miſbeliefe, 
My epes muſt witnes, and theſe eares muſt heare 
.Your oath vpon the holy Altar ſwozne, 
And alter march to end our comming cauſe. 

Sal/. That we intend no ether than good truth, 

All that are pꝛeſent of this holy League, 
Foz confirmation of our better truſt, 
In pꝛeſence oſhis Highues ſweare with me, 
The ſcquel that my ſelfe ſhal vtter heere, 


Wi Eid Thoma 
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J Them Plar.taginet Cerle of Sslubury - "HUM bpen the 

Aitar,and by the holy Armie of Saiuts,hom?re and alleage 

ance to the right Chziſtian juice Lee of Fraxnce, as ttue 

 avdrerhtrutl King to Enylaud,Cormwall and IN, & to their 

Territoꝛies, in the defence whercof T vzpon the holp Altare 

ſweare ail fo2wardnes. All the Eng Lords fiy care, 

As the noble Carle bath ſwoꝛne, ſo ſwear we all. 

Lewe, T reſt aſſured on your holy oath, 

And on this Altar in like ſozc I ſweare 

Loue to pou all, and Iꝛincely recompence 

To q uerdon pour god wills vnto the full. 

And ſince I am at this religious Shzine, 

Sy good welwillers, giue vs leauc awhile 

To vle ſomt oꝛiſons our ſelues apart 

To all the holy companieofheauen, 

That chey will (nile vpon our purpoſcs, 

And bing them ta a foztunate tuent. 

Lu Ve lraue pour s to your good incent. 
xcun Lords of England, 
Lewes Now Cicount Afelonn, what rc niaines behinde? 
| Truſt me chelc traitoꝛs to their ſonettigne State 
Ire not to be belerude in aup ſoꝛt. 

AMeclown Indæd mp Lov they that infringe their oaths, 
And playthe rebells gainlt their natiue Riag, 

Lill Cop as little cauſe ttuolt from pou, 
Il tutt oppoꝛtunitit incite them lo : 

Foz once foz\wozne,andncucr after ſound, 
Theres no affiance aftcr periurie, 

Lewes CActl Melown well. lets ſmooth with them hdl, 

Untill we hauc aſmuch as they can doo : 

And when their vertuc is exhales die, 

lc hang them ſoz the guerdon oftheir help, 
tant while wie l vſethem as apjecious pov ſon 
To undertake the ilſut of our hope. 

Fr. Lord Tispalicie (mp Loꝛd) to bait our hoe 
lich merry ſmilts, and pꝛomiſt of much waight ; 
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But when your Higbnes necveth them no moꝛt. 
Tis good make (ure wozk with them, leaſt indcede 
They pꝛooue to you as totheit usturall Ring, 
Afclan Cruſt me my Loꝛd, rigbt well haue you auiſes 
Qenyrme fo} vle, but ncuer foꝛ a ſpoꝛt 
Ts to he dallyed with, leaſt it infeg. 
Tere you inſtald, as ſoone J hope pou ſhall: 
Be free from traitoꝛs, aud diſpatch chem all. 
Lewes That ſo Imeane, Jlwcare before you all 
On this ſame Altar, and by heauens power, 
Theres not an Cugliſh traytoꝝ of chem all, 
Ia once diſpatcht, auo J faire England Ring, 
Shall on his ſboulders beare his head out dap, 
But J will crop it fo2 their guilts deſert : 
Noz ſhall cheir heires cutop their Dignoucs, 
But perilh by their parents kowle amille, 
This haue J (wozue, and this will J perfozine, 
Ik cre I come vnto the height J hope, | 
Lay donc your hands,andſwcare the (atne with mee, 


The French Lords Wente. 


Thy ſo, nowcall them in, and ſpeake them faire, 
Aſunle of France will letd an Engliſh foole . 
Bente them in hand as friends. fo; ſo thep be: 
Bug in the hart like traptozs as they ate. 


Enter the Englth Lords, 
Now famous kollowers, chieftaines of the wozld, 
Haue we ſollicued with heartie pzayer 
The beauen in fauour of our bigh attempt. 
Leaue we his place, and march we with our power 
Co touſe the Cyꝛaut from his chicfea bold: 
And when our labours haue a pꝛoſpꝛous end, 
Cach man ſhall reape che fruite of his deſert, 
And ſorclolude,bzaue foliowers let vs hence, 


Emtey 
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gute K.lohn , Bait ard, band, ne a many pics 


Wi: þ tliem. 
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Thus obs thou art ablblude from all thy fakes. 
And freed hy oꝛder from our Fathers curſe, 
Receiue thy Crowne againe, wich this pzouſſo, 
That theu remaine true liegemonto the opt, 
And catty armes in rig ht of holy Rome. 
lohn J holde the ſame as tenaunt to the Pope, | 
And thanke pour Holines fo your kinvnes fhowne, | 
Phil;p A pꝛoper ieſt. when Rings muſt top to Friers, | 
Neede jathno law, when Friers muſt be Rings, 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


ee. Wirale it your eGateſſie;chePyince of F 7awncr; 

Vith all che Noblegof your Graces Land; 

Are marching hetherward in gov aray/*- 

Ulhere ere wey ſet their foote,all plates yceld: 

Thy Lind is theirs, and not a foote holds out 

But Douer Caſtle, which is hard beſtegd, 
Pandulph Feate not Ring /0&»,thy kingbome is ppt 

And they ſhall know his Holines hathpower, | 

To beate them ſoone from whence he hathto doo, | 


Drums and Trumpets Enter Lener, Melun, Sal- 
bury, Eſſex, Pembrooke, andall the Noble; wie | 
Fraunce, and England, * 4. 


Lewes Perdulph as graue hls Holines in charge, 
So haththe Dolphin multred vp his troupes ES 
And wonne the part of aff this Land. 5 
But ill becomes dur Grace Lo Cardihall, 6 
Thus to conuer(e'with lar. that is acturſt. 7 


h 


And been at ſuch excefſine charge 


of King John. 


pan dulpb Lewer of France, uidoious Conquers!, 
Thoſe (:v03d hath mode this Jlaud quake foz fear ; 
Thp fozwardnes to fight fo2 holy Rome, 


halbe retuneraced tothe full: 
But know my Loꝛd, K. /h is now ablolude, 


The Pope is pleaſde, the Laud is bleſt agen, 

And thou halt brought each thing to good effect, 

Tt reſleth then that thou withdzawtbp powers, 

And cuictly returne to Fraunce againe; 

Foz al! ts donc the Pope would wiſh thee doo, 
Lewes But als not done that Lea came ts da. 

by Pands/pb,hath R. Phllip ſent his ſonne 

in warres, 

Co be diſmiſt with wozds $ R./ob» ſhall know, 

Englandis mine, and tze uſut ys mp right. 
Pand. Lewa, I charge these and thy complices 

Upon the paine of Pan holy curſe, 


mou thou withdzaw thy powers to France agraine, + 
Ib up London and the neighbour Townes 


ies haſt taue in Exgland by the [wozd, 
gina Led Cardinall,by L:. pꝛiuct iy leaue, 

It can be nought but vſurpation 

Ju ther, the orci all the Church of Xome, 

Thus to inſult on Rings of Chailendome, 

Now with a wond to make them carie armes. 

Then with a woꝛd te make them leaue their armes. 

This muſt not be: inte Lewes keepe thine owne, 

Let Pope and Popelings curſe their bellyes full. 
Bait, My Lodof M elus, what title had the Pꝛince 

To England andthe Crowne cf Albion, 

But ſuch a title as the Pope conũrmde: 

The gelate now lets fali bis fained t laime: 

Lewes is but the agent fo the Pope, 

Chen muſt the Doiybin ceaſe,ſith he hath ceaſt: 

But ceaſe 02 na, it greatly matters not. 


If you my Loꝛds e Land 
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Mill leaue the French, and cleaue vnto pour Aug. 
Fo ſhame pe Peeres of England, ſuffet not 
Pour ſelues, your honours,and pour land to fall: 
mY with reſolued thoughts beate back the French, 
And free the Land from poke of ſeruitude. 
Salubury Philip not ſo, Low Lewes is our Ring. 
And we will follow: him vnto the death. 
Pand. Then in the name of Innocent the Pope, 
I curſe the Pꝛince and all that take his part, | 
And excommuntcate the rebell Pecres 
As traptozs to the King, and to the Pope, 
Lewes Pandolph,our ſwoꝛds (hall bleſſe our ſelues agen: 
Pꝛepare thee Jobn, Lozds follow me pour Ring, Cx. 
John Actutſed Jobn, the diuell owes the ſhame, 
Reſiſting Rome, o; peelding to the Pope, alls one, 
The diucll take the Pope, the Peeres, and Frawnce- 
Shame be my ſhare fo; peelding to the ꝛieſt. 
Pand. Conifoꝛt thy ſelf R. John, the Cardnall goes 
Upon his curſe to make them leaue their armes. Ex M. 
Baſtard Comfozt my Lond, and curſe the Cardinall, 
Betake pour ſelfts armes, mp troupes are peſt | 
To anſwere Lewe- with a luflie ſhocke : 
The Engliſh Archers hauc their quivers full, 
Their bowes are bent, the pykes are pꝛeſt to puſh: 
God cherte my Loꝛd, K. Richards foꝛt unt hangs 
Upon the plume of war like Phils helme. 
Then let them know his bꝛother and his ſonnt 
Are leaders ot the Eng liſhmen at armes. 
Ib Philip J know not how to anſwere thee: 
But let vs bruce tc anſ were Lewes pyidc, 


Excurſi ons. Enter Al chu with Engliſh Lords. 
e Mel, DO I am {laine \Nobles,Salbury,Pembreoke, | | 


y ſoule is charges, hrare me: f what ⁊ ſap | 
Concernes the Peeres ol Englaua, aud thrir State. 1 fin 


* ea Lu... | 


of King John. 
Liften,bzaue Loꝛds, a learfuli maur ning tale 
Co be deliuertd by a manof death. 
Behold theſe ſcarre s, the dole of bloudie .. 
Are barbingtrs from natures common for, 
'  Exptingchis trunke to Ted pꝛiſon houſe; 

. - Lifescharter(Lozdings) laſteth not an homer: 
Aud fearful :houghts, foꝛtrunners of mp end, 
B:ds me giue Phiſicke to a ſickly ſoule. 
© peetes of England, know pou what pou doo, 
Theres but a haute that (waders pou from harme, 
The hake is bayted, and the traine is made, 

And ſimply you runne doat ing to pour breaths, 
But leaſt F dye, and leaue my tale vncolde, 
Vith ſilence flaughtering fo baue a crew, 
This J auerre,if Lewes winche vay, 

Theres not an Engliſhman that lifes his hand 
Agaiuſt Ring /ob» to plant the heire of Fraunce, 
Vut is already damud tocruell death. 
Iheard it vowd; my ſelfe amongſt the reſt 
Swoꝛe on the Altar aibts this Cote, 

Two cauſes Loꝛds, makes me diſplay this ditt, 
The greatest fo: the freedome of my ſaule, 
That longs to leaue this manſion free from guilt 
The other ona naturall inſtinct, 

Foz that my Grandfire was an Engliſhman. 
Mildoubt not Lozds the truth of mp diſcourſe, 
No frenzie,no2 no bzainſick idle fic, 
But well aduiſde, and wotting what J lap, 
Mꝛonounte J here befoze the face of heauen, 
That nothing is diſcoucred but a truth. 
Tis time to flit. ſubmit pour ſelues to Jobn, 

The (miles of Fraunct ſhave in the frownes of death, 
Lift vp your ſwoꝛds, turne foce againſt the French, 
Expell che yoke thats framed foz vour necks. 
Back warmen, back. tmbowell not che clyme, 


* 
. 


ſeate birth dayes bꝛeathing place, 
Your leate, your nurſe, your bir D: 2eathing That 
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That bꝛed pou, beares you, ought vou vp in . 

Ah be not ſo ingrate to digge your Mothers graue. 

Pꝛeſerut pour lambes and beate away the Mole. 

My ſoule hath ſaid, contritions penitence 

L ayes hold on mans redemption fo2 my ſinne. 

Farewell my Lops, witnes my faich when wee are met in 

And foz mp kindnes giue me graue roome heere. (hcauen, 

My ſoule doth fleete, wozlds vanities farewell, 
Salſ. Naw toy betive thy ſoule wel- meaning man. 

Dow now my Lozds, what cooling card is this, 

A greater grit fe growes now than earſt bath been. 

What counſell giue pou, ſhall we Ray and dye 3 

©! ſhall we home and kneele vnto the King. 

* Pemb, My hart mifrrane this ſad accurſed ne wes: 

What haue we done, ſte Loꝛds, what fren zie moucy 

Our hearts to peeld vnto the pꝛide of Fraunce? 

Tf we perſeuer, we are ſure to dye: 

I we deſiſt, ſmall hope againe of life. 
Salih. Beare hence — bodie of this wzetthed man. 

That made vs wzetched with his dying tale, | 

And ſtand not waylingon our peſentharmes, e 

As women wont; but feeke our harmes tze ſſe. 

As 102 mp (clfe, I will in haſt be gon: 

And kneele fo2 patdonco our Souvercigne Je. 

_ Pemb. J. theres the wap lets rather kneele to him, | 

Than tothe Frenththat would confound vs all, EXeunt. 


Enter King lobn carried betweene 2. Lordi. 

lebn Ott downe,ſet dowme the load not wazth hour pain, 
Foz done Jam with deadly woundingarteſe: 
Sickly and ſuccourtes; hopeles of auy goed, 
The wozld hach westied me, and J haue wearied it x 
It loaths F ſtue, I liue and loath mpſelfe; 
Aho pities me * td whom baue J been kinde d 
But to a fem ; a few will pitie me. 


derber Jer? Brat fegen hae her. 


dr 


ol King Tohn. 
by live IJ not, life hates ſo ſad a pꝛiʒe. 
I ſue to both to be retayud of either, 
But both are deafe, I can be heard of neither. 
Non death no2 life, yet life and neare the neere, 
Y:nirt with drath biding J wot not wh-re, 
Philip. Dow fares mp Loꝛd that he is carped thus, 
Not all the auk ward foztunes pet befalne, 
Made ſuch imꝑneſſion of lament tn me, 
Noz cuer did my epe attapne my heart 
Tlith any obied mouing moze remozſe, 
Than now bebolding of a migbty King, 
VBoꝛne by his Loꝛds in ſuch diſtreſſed ſtate, 
lohn QAhat news with thee, if bad, repoꝛt it ſtraite: 
If good, be mute, it doch but flatter me. 
Phillip Such as it is, and heauie though it be 
To glut the woꝛld with tragick elegies, 
Once will J bzcath to agrauate the reſt. 
Another moane to make the meaſure full. 
The bꝛaueſt bowman had not pet ſent fozth 
Two arrowes from the quiuer at his ſive, 
But that a rumo? went thitoughoat our Campe,. 
That John was fled, the Ring had left the field, 
At laſt the rumoꝛ ſcald theſe eates of mine, 
Abo rather choſe as ſacriſice fo Mn,, 
Than ignominious ſcandall by retp1e, 
I cheerd the troupes as did the ÞP2ince of Trey 
Vis weery followers gainſt the Mirmidons, 
Crying alowde S. George, the day is ours, 
But feare had eaptinated courage quite, 
And like the Lanib befoze che greedie ZLtoffr, 
Sd hartleſſe ſled sur warmen from the feel». 
Shot tale to make, my ſelke among i che rcf, 
as faine to flie befoze te eager toe. 
By thi time night had hadowey all the carth, 
ich (able curtemos of the blackeſthur, 


f Aud tenſt us lrom the fury of the Hard, 


3 
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As lo from the iealous Iunos eye, 6 
Then in the moꝛning our troupes did gather bead, 
Haſſiug the walhes with our carriagts, 
The impartiall tydt deadly and inexoꝛable, 
Came raging in with billowes thzeacning death, 
And (wallowed vp the molt of all our men, 
My ſelfe vpon a Galloway right free, well pacde, 
Out ſtript the flouds that followed waue by waue, 
J ſo eſcapt to tell this tragicktale. 

lohn Oriefe ypon grieke, pet none ſo great a griefe, 
To end this life, and thereby rid my gricte. 
TTlas ener anp ſotnfoxtunate, 
The right Jdea of a curſſea man, 
As J, paze J, a triumph fo2 deſpight, 
My feucr growes, what ague ſhakes me ſo? 
Dow farre to Swinſteed, tell me do you know, 
Mꝛeſent vnto the Abbot wozd of my repaire, 
My ſickneſle tages, totiraunize vpon me, 
IJ cannot liue vnleſſe this feuer leaue me. 

Phillis. Good cheare mp Lozd, the Abbey is at hand, 
Behold my Loꝛd the Churchmen come to meete pou, 

Enter tbe Abbot, and certayne Monks. 

Abbot All health & happines to our ſouercigne Lon the 

lohn Nox health no happines hath Jh at all, (Ring, 
Sap Abbot am J welcome to thy houſe. 

Abbot Such welcome as oar Abbey can affoꝛd, 
Your Mꝛieſty ſhalbe aſſured of, 

Phbulliy The Ring thou ſeeſt is weake and very faint, 
Chat vicuals haſt thou to refreſh his Grace. 
|  Abbor Gad ſoze my Loyd, of that pou neede not feare, 

Fo? Lincolneſhire, and theſe our Abbey grounds 

EQAere neuer fatter,no) in better plight, 

John Phillip, thou neuer ncedſt to doubt of cates, 
Nan Ring noz Loꝛd is ſeatedhalfe ſo well, 
As arc the Abbeys thaoug bout all the land, 
If any plot of ground do paſſe another, 


Jy * 
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The Friers faſten on it freight : 
But let vs in to talte of their repaſt, 
It gocs again ny heart to feed with t 
©11 de beholdine; to ſuch Abbey groomes. Exeunt. 


M.uet the Monke. 


Alon. Js this the Ring that neuer loud a Fricr $ 
Is this the man that doth contemne the Pope 4 
Ts this the man that robo the holp/Church, 
And yet will flye vnto a Friozp ? 
Is this the Riag that apmes at Abbeys lands? 
Is this the man whom all the wozld abhozres, 
Aud pet will flye vnto a Friozy r 
Accurſt be Swinftecd Abbep, Abbot, Fricrs, 
Moncks, Nuns, and Clarks, and all that dwclls therein, 
Tf wicked /obneſcape aliue away, 
Naw if that thou wile loke to merit heauen, 
And be cenoniʒd fs2 a holy Saint: 
To pleaſe the wozld with a deſeruing wozke, 
Be thou the man to ſet thy cuntrey free, 
And murder him that ſeekes to murder thee, 
Enter the A bbor, 
Abet TAhy are not pou within tochearethe King 5: 
De now begins to mend, and will to meate. 
Mon. Qhat if J ſap to ſtrangle him in his leepe : 
Abbot Mhat at thy mumpſimm? away, 
And ſecke ſome meanes fo} to paſtime the King. 
Monb Ile ſet adudgeon dagger at his heart, 
And with a mallet knock him on tht head. 
Abbot Alas, what meanes this Panke tomurther me 2 
Dare lay my life heel kill me foz my place. 
Men Tle popſon him, and it Call ncare be knowne, 
And then ſhall I be chiefeſt of mp houſe; 
Abbot Tf J were dead, indeed he is the next, 
But ile away, foꝛ why the Monke is mad, 
And in his madneſſe he will murther ine. 


Mon Oy 
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Monk My L. I cry pour Lozdfhip mercy, I ſaw pon not. 


Abbt Alas good Thema dm not murthcr me, and — 


hilt hiue my place with thouſand thanks. 
Aan. I murther you, God theeld from ſuch e thought. _ 
Aubot Iſ thou wilt ntedes, pet let me ſay mp pꝛapers. 


Monk J will not hurt pour Lo:dſhip good mp Lord: but 
it you pleele, J will impart a thing that (hall be benefictall to 


vs all. 

Abbot Tilt thou not hurt me holp Ponke, ſay on. 
Non Deu know my Lo che King ts in our houſe, 
Abbct True. | 
Monk Dou know likewiſe the King abhozs a Frier, 
Abbot True. 

Monk And he that loues not a Frier is our enemy, 
Abbot Thou ſayſt true. | 
Aon Thenthe Ring is out enemy, 

Abbot True. | 


Aſenł Thy then ſhould we not kil our enemy, # the King | 


bp then ſhould we not kill che King. 


being our enen 


free this land from tyzants flauerp. 

But who dare venter foz to do this deede + ? | 
Afonk_TAbo dare 4 whp J mp Lod dare do the deede, 

Ile free my Countrep and the Church from foes, 


And merit heauen by willing ofa Ring. h 
Abbor Thoma kneele downe,and if thou art reſoluve,. 

J will abſolue thee heere from all thy ſiunc 8, 172 

Foz why the deede is meriteʒious. % 


Fozward and feare not man, fo every month, 

Our Friers ſhall fing a Maſſe fo) 7 hows ſoule, 
Monk God and W. Francis proſper my attempt, 

q; now my Lo2v J goe about my wojke. Excunt. 


Enter Lewes and hisarmic. 7 


Lewes Thus viitozp in bioudp Lawtell elav, 
Followes the foztune of poung Lodowicke, 
The Engliſymen.as daunced at our light, 


Abbor © belted Panke, I lee Gov mats thy muadets 


— 


— 
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Fall as the fowle befoze the Eagles eyes. 
Ovly two croſſes of contrary change 
Do nip mp heart, and vere me with vnretk. 
L 02d Melons death, the one hart df my ſoule, 
A auer man did neuer liue tn Fraunce. 
The other griefe, J thats a gall in deede, at 
To thinke that Dower Caſtell ſhould hold out 
Gainſt all allaults, and reſt impꝛegnable. 
Vee warltke race of Francs Hecters ſonnt, 
Triumph in conqueſt of that tyꝛant John, 
The better halfe of England is our owne, 
And towards the conqueſt of the other pare, 
Tie baue the face of all the Engliſh Lozds, 
hat then remaines but ouerrun the land, 
Be reſolute mp warlike followers, 
And. if good foztune ſerue as ſhe begins, 
The pooꝛeſt peaſant of the Realme of Fraunce 
Shall be a maiſter 0ze an Englith L ozv, 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Lewes Fellow what newes. 
Meſſen, Pleaſcth pour Grace, the Earle of Salibury, Pen- 
- broke, Eſſex Clare, and Arxnaell,with all the Barons that did 
fight fo2 thee, are on a ſuddeiue fled with all their powers, to 
ioynt. with John, to dziue thee back againe. 
Enter another Meſſenger. 
Meſſen. Lewe my Low why ſtandſt thou in a maze, 
Gather thy troups, hope out of help from Fraxnce, 
- Fa all thy fozces being fiftie ſaple, 
Conteyning twenty thouſand ſouldpers, 
With victuall and munition foz the warre, 
Putting from Calls in vnluckie time, 
Did croſſe the (eas, and on the Goodin ſauds, 
The men, munition, and the ſhips are loſt, 
Enter another Meſlenger. 
Lewes Pojenewes +ſapou, 
Meſſen. Jobs (my Lopd) with all his ſcattered troupes, 
C Flying 
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Flyiug the fury of pont conquering ſwozd, 
As Pharaoh enrſt within the blodp lea, 

So he and his enuironed with che tyde, 

On Lincolne Haſhes all were overwheimed, 
The Barons fled, our fozces caſt away, 

Lewes TA euer heard ſuch vnerſpected newes 2 

Meſſenger Vet Logowike reuiue thy dying heart, 
King Jh and all his fo2ees are conſumde, 

The leſſe thou neebſl the ayd of Engltth Earles, 
The leſſe thou neroſt co grieue thy Nauies woacke, 
And follow tymes aduantage with (ueceſle, 

Lewes Biaut Frenchmen armve with magnauimitie, 
March after Lewes who willlcade pou on 
To chaſe the Barons power that wants a head, 

Fo} Ieh is diownd, and J am Englandi Ring, 

Though our muntion and aut men be loſt, 

Philly of Freumce will ſend vs freſh ſupplyes, Exeunt. 
ter two Friers laying a Cloth. 

Frier Diſpatch, diſpatch, the Ring deares focace, 
Could a might tate his taſt fa the ue hee beares ts > 
Churchmern, 

Frier J am of thy minde to, aud ſo it ould be and wd 
might be our owne cortiers, 

JT me-uaile why they dine heere in the D)chard, 
Frier J know not, noz I care not, The King coms, 
Aba Come on Lozd Abbot, ſhall we le cogether ® 
Abbot Pleaſeth your Grace ſit downe, 
John Take pour places ſirs, no pomp in penury, all beg- 
gers and frien>s map cane, where neceſlitfe keepes the 
bouſe, curteſit is bardthe table, (it downe Pilip. 

Zaſt. By Lov, Jam loth to allude ſo much to b nouẽ r 
honozs change mancts: a Riug is a King. thoug) foztuve do 
het wozit, and we as du:tfull in deſpigbt ofder frowne, as if 
your higneſle were now in the higheſt type of digritie. 

lohn Comte, no moze ado, and pou tell me much of dig: ni 


tie, poule mar my reite ina ſurtet of (gzrow, | 
on 


— 


Ot Ning lohn. 


Nhat cheere Loꝛd Abbot, me thinks pou frowne like an hoſt 
that knowes bus gueſt bath no money to pap the reckning + 

Abbot No my Liege, if J frowne at all, it is fo J feare 
this cheeie coo homely to entertaine ſo mighty a gueſt as 
pour £73 2teſty, 
Baſtard J thinke rather mp Lozd Atbot you remember 
my laſt being heere, when Z went in pꝛogreſſe foz powiches, 
end the ranco2 of his heart bꝛeakes out in his countenance, 
to ſhew he hath not foꝛgot me. 

Abbot: Net ſo my Lozd, pou, and che meaneſt follower 
of his maic ty, are hartely welcome to me. 

Afenke CTLlaſſell my Liege, and as a pooze Ponke map 


up, welcome to Swinſted. 


lobn Begin Ponke, and tepoꝛt hereafter thou wal taſlet 
te a Ring. 

Men As much belth to your bighnes,as ta my own hart, 
Toba T pledge thee kinde Menke. 

Aonbe The merieſt dzaught þ ever was dzonk in Englzd. 
Am not too bold with pour Pighneſle. 

Jobn Not a whit, all friends and fellowes fo? a time, 
Monte Tf the inwards of a Toad be a compound of any 
$2oofe ; why ſo it woꝛks. 

Jobn Stap Phlby wheres the Donke ? 

Baſtard De is dead my Lond. 

Iehn Then dunke not Phill fo) a woꝛld of wealth. 
Baſt, What cheere my Liege, your culloꝛ gins to change. 

Job» S296 doth mplife, O bild Jam popylond, 

The Bonke, the Derull, the poyſon gins to rage, 
It will depoſe my lelle a Ring from raigne. 

at This Abbot hath an intereſt in this act. 
At all aducntures coke thou that from me. 

There lye the Abbot, Abbey, Lubber, Deuill. 
March with the Bonke vnto the gates of hell, 
Dou fares mp Loꝛd : , 

lebhn Phillip ſome dzinke, ob for the frozen Alps, 

To tumble on anÞ cule this inward heate. 


That rageth as the foznace ſcuenfold hote. 
C 2 
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Co burne the holy tree in Ben, 
PVower alter power fozſake their pzoper power, f | 
Only the hart impugnes with faint reſiſt 
The ficrce inuade of him that conguers Rings, 
Delp God, O papne, dye John, O plague | 6 
Jaflicted on thee fo2 thy grieuous linnes, 

Philkp a chapze, and by and by a grave, 

My leggs diſoaine the carriage of a Ring, 
Baſtard. A good mp Lege with patience conquer mn, 
d beate this paine wich kingly fozcicude, | 
John Me thinks J lee a cattalogue of ſinne 
Mzote by a fiend in Marble characters, 

The leaſt enough to looſe my part in heauen. 
Me thinks the Deuill whilpers in mine rares 
And tels me tis in vapne to hope fo; grace, 
J muſt be damnd fo} Art hurs ſodaine degch, 

J (ee J ſee a thouſand thouſand men 
Come to accuſe me foz my mong on earth, 
And there is none ſo mercifull a God 
That wilt fo gine the number ol my linnes, 

Dow haue J ſtud, but by anothers lofle ? 

, What haue J loud but wack of others weale ? 
hen haue J vowd, and not infringd mine oach ? 
There haue J donc a deede deſeruing well? 
Dow, what, when, and where, haue J beſtowd a day 
That tended not to ſome notoztous ill. 

My life repleat with tage and tyꝛanie, 

Craues little pittie fo2 ſo ſtrange a death. 

Oz who will ſay that Jahn — ſoone, 

ho will not ſap he rather liud to long, 
Diſhono! did attaynt me in my life, © 
And ſhame atteyverh /obn vnts dioveath,” 
hy did J ſcape the fury ofthe: French, 
And dpde not by the temper of their ſwoꝛds ? 
Shameleſſt my life, and ſhamefully it ends, 5 
Dcoznd by my foes, diſdainevof inp friends. 5 
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Riitard F 02ofug the wozld and all pour earthly foes? 


OI Ning 1 OnNlks 


And call on Ch2i&, who is pour lateſt friend. 


lohn My tongue doch falter ; PHilip, I tell thee 
Since lohn did peeld vntothe Pꝛieſt of Rome, 


Nan he no} his haue pꝛoſpꝛed on the earth: 

Curſt are his bleſſings, and his curſe is bliſſe. 

But ta the ſpirit J cry vnto my God, 

As did the Ringly Pꝛophet Dauid cxp, 

(Whoſe hands, as mine, with murder were attaint) 
IJ am not he ſhall bupld the Lozda houſe, 

Oz rote theſe Locuſts from the face of earth: 


But if mp dying heart deceaue me not, 
From out theſe lopnes ſhall ſpzing a Ringly bzaunch 


. Thoſearmes ſhallreach vntothe gates of Kome, 

And with his feete treads downe the Strumpets pꝛide, 
That ſits vpou the chaireof Bavy/en. 

Philip, my heart ſtringsbzeake,the poyſons flame 
Hathouercome in me weake Natures power, 


And inthe faith of Jeſu ob» doth dye. 


| Baſtard S& howhe ſtriues fo life, buhappp Lozd, 


Mhoſe bowells are deuided in 


themſelues. 


This is the fruite of Poperie, when true Rings 


Are ſlaine and houldzed out by Ponkes and Friers. 


Enter a «MH eſſenger. 


Meſſ. Pleaſe it your State, the Barons of the Land, 
Thich all this while bare armes againſt the Ring, — 


Conducted by the Legate of the Pope, 
Together with the Pꝛince his Þighnes Sonne, | 
Doo craue tobe admitted cothe pzeſence of the King, 


Baſtard 


Portr Sonne myL 0zd,youg Hem y craues to ſa 


Your Maieſtie, and bꝛings with him beſide 
The Barons that reuolted from pour Grace. 


O piercing ſight;be fumbleth in the mouth, 


wis (pcech doth falle: lift vp your ſelfe mp Len. E 
. 4 E 3 And 
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And ( the Punce to comfort you in death. 


Enter Pandulph,yong, Henry, the Barons with da goers 
in tlieix hauds. 


Prince O let me lee my Father ere he dye: 
O Unckle were pou hert, and ſuſferd him 

To be. bus poplaed by a damatd Monke. 

Ah he is dead, Father ſweete Father ſpeake. 

Baſtara Dis ſytath doth failt, he haſteth to his end, 
Pandulph Londa, giue uit leaut to toy the dpiug King, 

Qich ſight of theſe his Nobles kneelung here 

CAich daggers in their hands, who offt vp 

Their liues foxranſome of their fowle offence. 

Then ggodmy Loꝛd i pou feng iue them all, 

Lift vp your hand in token pou foꝛgiuc. 
Salisbury e humbly thauke your ropall Gaicftic, 

And vom ta ſigbt fc E and het Ring : 

And in the ſiabt of hu our ſoueraigne Lozd, 

In ſpig ht of Lewe and the power of Fræunce 

ho herherward are marehing in all haft, 

We crowne pong Hewy in his Fathers ſtcd. 
Herry Help, belp. he dycs, a Facher,looke on me, 
Legat K. Ihn farewell : in token of thy faith. 

And ligne thou dyeſt che ſeruant of the Logd, 

- Lift vp thy band, chat we may witnes here 
Cbou dxedſt the ſeruant of our Sauiour Chi. 
* toy betide thy loule : what nople is this? 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Ay. Delp Leds, the Dolphin makechhetherward 
ich Enſignes of defiance in the winde, 
And all our armie ſtandeth at a gaze 
Expeaing what their Leaders will com mannd. 
Baitard Lets armeour ſclues in pong R. TTonrio right, 
| | ay 
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And beate the power of Fra«nceto fea againt, + 

Legat Philipnot ſo. but I will to the Pzince, 
And bꝛing him face to face to parle with pou. 

Bait ard Loꝛd Salsbury, pour (eife ſhall march with me, 
So ſhall we bzing theſe troubles to an ende. 

King Suette Cnckle,if thou loue thy Soueraigne, 
Lec x. altone of Sminſted Abbey ſtand, 
But pull the houſe about che Friers eares : 
Fo} they haut kilde my Father and my Ring, Excunt. 


A parle ſounded, Lewes, Pandulph, Salibury, &. 


Pandulph Lewe of Fraunce, young Henry Englands Ring 
Requires to know the reaſon of the claime 
That thou canſt make to any thing of his. 
King John that did offend is dead and gone, 
See where his bzeathles trunke in pyefence lyes, 
And he as hcire ayparant tothe crowne 
Is now ſucceeded in his Fathers roome, 
Henry Lewa, uh it law of Armes doch lead ther thus, 
To keepe poſſeſſion of my lawfull right $ 
Aulwere iu ſine il thou wilt take a peace, 
And make ſurrendei of mp right againe. 
©) trie thy title withche dint of ſword ? 
Itell ther Dalphin, Henry fearcs thee not, 
Foꝛ now the Barons eleane vntotheir Ring, 
And \hat thou haſt in England thep did get. 
Lewes Henvy of England, now that /obn is dead, 
Th it was the cine fell en mie to Fraumce, 
IJ miv th. cattzer be indurde to peace. 
But S. ſibury, and you Barons ef te Realme, 
This range reuolt agrees not with the oath 
Thet you en d Altare latelv (ware, 
| Sol1bary am didthe eath vaur Highnes thers did take 
Agree with hon dur of che Iince of Frawnce, 
Kara y Logo, what anſwere make puto the 7 


2 * N 


wy 0 81 
The troubleſome Raigne 
Dolphin Faith Pbulipthis J ſap : It baotes not mr. 
Noz any Pyince,nozpowerof Chiiſtenvoine a 
To ſeeke to winthis Jland Albion, 
Uules he haue a partiein the Realme 
By treaſon fo? to help him in his warres. 
The Peres which were the partie on my ſide, 
Are fled from me: then bootes not me to fight, 

But on conditions,as mine honour wills, 
Jam contented to depart the Realme. | 
Henry On what conditions will pour Hic'ncs peeld + 

Lewa That (hall we thinke vpon by nioze aduice, 

Baſtard Then Rings g Pzinces,let theie bzoils haue end, 
And at moze leaſure talke vpon the League. 

Meane while to Verner let vs beare the King, 
And there interre his bodie,as beſcemes. 
But firft,in ſight of Lewes heirt of France, 
Lords take the crowne,and ſec it on his head, 
That by ſucceſſion is our lawfull Ring, 


They crowneyong Henry. 


Thus Englands peace begins in Hermrys Raigne, 
And blady warres are cloſde with happie league, 
Let England llue but true within it ſelfe, 

And all the wozld.can neuer wzong her State. 
Lewa, thou ſhalt be bzauely ſhipt to France, 

Fo2 neuer Frenchman got of Engliſh ground 
The twentith part that thou haſt conquered, 
Dolphin thy hand, to Worfter we will 
Loꝛds all [ap hands to beare your igne 
TUith obſequies of hono) to his graue: 

It Eiland, Peeres and people ioyne in one, s 
Noz Pope,noz Fraunce, no; Spine can doo them wong. 


FINIS. 


er 
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